
This is a digitai copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legai copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the originai volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we bave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non- commercial use of the file s We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legai Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legai. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is stili in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
any where in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's Information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



dby Google 



dby Google 



dby Google 



dby Google 




ELISA È CLAUDIO, 

AN OPERA SEMI SESIA, 
THE MUSIC BY 1|.E RC A D A J^TE. 

A« REPMnirriD AT 

THE OPERA BUFFA, 
THEATRE ROYAL LYCEUM. 

Febhuirji UL 1838. 
UNDER THE MANAGEMENT OF MR. MITCHELL 

THE DIRECTION OF SIGNOR PUZZI. 



ju^SsbBèbJl 



IranWif: 

PRINTEVbY H. N. MILLAR, NORRIS STREET. 

PU9LISHBD ANO SOLO AT THB THBATRB ROYAL I.TCBI7M ; AT 
ÌB«UIJI*8 LIBRARY, REGBNT STRBBT ; AND AT 

MITCHELL'S ROYAL SUBSCRIPTION LIBRARY, 
33, OLD BONO STREET. 



FBICE VWO SUlIilalSCr». 

[Entered ai SiaHonerM* HalQ 
11838. 



dby Google 



FROM 

THE BEQUEST OF 

EVERT JANSEN WENDELL 



1918 



IryvswSl^.'i^v 



ORCHESTRA. 



SIGNOR PUZZI 
M. BENEDIT 



ViOLINS 



Viole . 

ViOLONCELOS 

Doublé Bass 

Flutes 
Obùes . 
Clarinets . 
Bassoons 
H0RN8 

Trumpets . 

Trombone . 
Drums 




< 



r 

t 



• • Dirbctor. 
. conductor. 

Mr. Mori, Leader 
tolbecque, 
Remt, 
Watkins, 
Reeve, 
Richards, 

PlGOTT, 

Webbe, 
Patton, 

HOPE, 

Kelly, 

Jewell. 

Alsept, 

MORALT. 
LlNDLEY, 

Lavenu. 

Dragonetti, 
Anfossi, 

HOWELL* 

Card, 

RlGHARDSON. 

Barret, 

WiTTON. 
WiLLMAN, 

Lazarus. 
Baumann. 

GODFRBT. 

Platt. 

Rae. 

Harper. 

Harpbr, Jun. 

Healbt. 

Guipp. 



Poeta . . . Sig* S. M. MAoaiONi. 



dby Google 



DRAMATIS PERSONA. 



Elisa, an Orphan, secretly Mar- 

ried to Malle. Sguerom. 

rxAUDi©, only Son of Sig. Catone. 

Conte Arnaldo, a Haughty 

Nobleman Sio. F. Lablacme. 

Carlotta, Friend and Protec- 

tress to Elisa Miss F. Wtndha-m. 

Il Marchese Tricotzio, Father 

of Sig. Sanquirico. 

Silvia, promised to Claudio, but 

in Love with Madle. Vabese. 

Celso, a Gentleman in the dis- 
guise of a Valet Sig. Virdvcgi. 

Lucca, Servant and Creature of 

the Count .Sig. G. Galli. 



Chorm of DometHcs, Bravos, ^c, 
iSccw— FLORENCE 



ARGUMENT. 



Clatidioy son of Count Amaldóf a man austere and hau^^hty 
character, had oonceived a passion for Elisa an orphan girl of 
resp ctable family, and married ber secretly. His father has 
no suspicion of the circumstanue till an opportunity oifers tor 
formingan advantageous match dritti 5t^t;a, daughter of the 
Marehe%a Tncotazio, a choleric old man^ but possessed of an 
excellent heart. 

Then is a second plot, in whìoh a gentleman of Brescia, of 
the name of Celso, formely a college friend of Claudio, isin love 
with Silvia, vho iSnds no other means of enjoying the sight 
and company of his mistress, than by engaging himseh ait 
valet to the Marquis his father. 

The piece opens with the arrivai of the Marquis on a visit 
to the Count, when a recognation takes place betwe^ n Claudio 
and Celso who mutually aid each other in the aoootnpiìshment 
of theìr respective objects. The the action of the Drama turns 
prìncipally upon the artifices employed by the Count to break 
off the union between his son and Elisa, through the meati» 
of a villainous servant named Luaea. 
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ATTO PRIMO. 



SCENA 1. 

Galleria in easadel Conte. 

C^o di Domestici netta casa del Conte ; poi Luca 

agitato per V impronaiso arrivo del Marehesse. 

C^EO. Che scompiglio ! che fracasso ! 
Per r arrivo d* un Marchesse ! 
Che ritorni al suo paese 
Se gV incresce d' aspettar. 

Ltc. Conte ! Conte ! ov' e il padrone ? 

Coro. Non si trova, non si^a. 

Lue. Voi qui fate confusione, 
Senza movervi d* un passo. 
Il Marchesse e guid' abasso. 

CoEO. Che ci stia ! . Lue. Via su, correte. 
Via cercate, non sapete — 

Coro. Senza far tante parole, 
Se lo cerchi chi lo vuole ; 
Io per me non posso più. 

Lue. Che parlar l che tracotanza ! 
Che si vistti ogni stanza. 
Presto a eoi — chi su — chi giù — 
lo frattonto andre di la, [parte in fretto fusione 

CÒRO. Più hel pazzo non si da. [partono in con. 

SCENA IL 

li Conte infuria; inda Luca e Coro di ritorno ; 
finalmente il Marchese con Silvia e Cleso. 

Con. Qual mai strepito infernale 
Per le stanze, per le scale ! 
Io non so che voglia dire. 
Questo scendere e salire 
Quest* incerto brontolio, 
Che serpeggir, che risuona. 
Che r orecchie mi rintrona, 
Che maittregua non mi da. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 
Chorus of Domestics of the Counts house ; after' 
uHirds MucA, diseomposed by the unexpected 
ari ival of the Marquis. 
Chorus» What a confusion ! what a bastie. 
About the arrivai of a Marquis ! 
Let him go back from whence he carne, 
If he cah't bear some small delày. 
Lue. Count ! Count ! where can my master be ! 
Cho. We do not know, nor can we find him. 
Lue. V\'hy make you such a confusion bere, 
And yet move not a single step ? 
The Marquis is e'en now below. 

Cho. There let him stay. Lue. Quick away — 
Come, look about you. Don't you know— - 

Cho. Without ali this ado, let those 
Go seek him who are in the mind ; 
As for myself, I am quite worn out. 

Lue. Why what impertinence is this! 
Away, to visit every room, 
ril soon be back ; pari bere — part there — 
I will away in this direction [exit in a biistly. 
Cho. 'Tis clear his brain is turned outright. 

[exit in a bustle 

SCENE IL 
The Count iw apassion, then Luc^ and Chorus re- 
tuming ; lastly the Marquis fmth Silvia and Celso' 

CouNT. Why what infernal chat ter' s this, 
Through every room, on every stair ? 
Pray teli me what this running up 
And down through ali the house can mean ? 
What with a cursed clatter bere. 
And a confounded buzzing there, 
These ears oi mine are dinned outright, 
Without a single moment* s truce. 
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Con. Mar. (ph© bel nodo ! che pariglia ! 
Gridearanno i commensali : 
Nei più celedri giornali 
L'imeneo faro stampar.) 

SiLV. Cell. (Noi col pianto sulle ciglia. 
Deplorando i nostri maii 
Per si barbari sponsali 
Siam costretti a sospirar.) 

Lue. Coro. (Che si faccia gozzoviglia. 
Che si goda, che si sciali ; 
E un profluvio di regali 
Poi ci venga ad inondar.) ilCoropojUe 

I Scene IIL The Count presuades his guests 
retire early to rest, to refresh thémselves from the 
fatigues of their journey ; but his real object in 
getting rid of them as early as possible, is to prepare 
his son for their reception, for we learn that he is 
kept by his father in dose confinement. In Scene 
IV. his creature Luca enters ; the Count questions 

Duetto. — Claudio il Corde. 

Cla. e fia ver? cesso lo sdegno. 

Che mi avea da te diviso 

Nel tuo volto alfine un segno 

Di pietade io veggio ancor. 
Con. Son lo stesso ; e a te conviene 

Eeseguìr quel, eh' ho deciso; 

Spezxerai le tue catene. 

Se ti pieghi al genitor 
Cla. Che m' imponi? Con. E la tua sposa 

Arrivata, e la riposa. [stella ! 

Cla. Chi ? Con. La ignori? e Silvi. Ola. Oh 
Con. Se ri mostri a me ribelli ; 

Se la destra non le dai, 

Tu la vittima sarai 

Del paterno mio rigor. 
Cla. Al mio pianto omat ti arrendi ; 

Quel fnror deh ! calma e credi ; 
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9 
Cou. Mar. (Oh what a match ! oh wbat a pair ! 
The gaests will to each other say 
In ali the papers of the day 
Her marriage shall be blazoned forth) 
SiL. Cel. (With overflowing eyes the wbile 

We shall bewail our hapless doom : 
Oh cruei nuptials, that shall bid 
Our bosoms heave the bitter sìgh 1 
Lue. Cho. (^hat gay carousals shall we make, 
What sport enjoy on this blest day ; 
And then what pres^nts shatt àbound, 
And overflow our pockets then. 

(Exit Chorus. 
him relative to ceitain reports that bave reached 
him, of an attachment said to exist between his 
son Claudio and a poor girl. He urges him to try 
and discover the retreat of this person, and sharpens 
his activity by a purse of gold. In Scene V. the 
Count ìs seen to undo a secret door that leads to 
hi5 son's place of confinement, and bids him come 
forth in a voice of assumed tenderness. 
DuET.-^C6uid£f> ani Caunt. 
Clau. And can it be ? has that wrath ceased 

Which severed thy fond heart from mine ? 
Yes, on that brow at lenght I see 
Pity resumé her gentle reign. 
CouNT I am the same ; and it behoves thee 
To execute what l've derermined : 
Thy chains shall instantly be loosed, 
If thou obey thy father's will. 
CLA. What is thy will ? Caunt Thy destined bride 

is come^ and 'neath my roof reposes. 
Cla. Who ? Co. Knowest thou not ? 'Tis Silvia. 
Cou' If thou shouldst proveareble stili ; [Heavens ! 
If thou refuse to gìve thy band, 
"l'is done ; thou shalt the victjm fall 
To thy insulted father's rigour, 
.Cla. Nay, yield thee to my bitter tears ; 

Oh, cairn that anger, sire, and yield ; 
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E i' arbitrio a me eoncedi 
Degli afletti del mio cor. 
Con. Vieni. Cla. Ah ! no. Con. Resisti? Cla. Dio 
Con, Sceilerato ! la. Ah padre mio. 
Cóìf. No. più dadre a te non sono : 
Ti. detesto— ti abbandono 
Cla. Maledirti io pur — Deh I taci. 
Qual eccesso ! quale orror ! 
Con. Non ha freno il mio furor 
Cla. (Miseri figli ! — io moro ! 
Elisa — ^ivan ti adoro 
Ah! non si da del mio 
Più barbaro dolor. 
Con. (In questo sen respira 

L' amor paterno, e l'ira: 
No, non si da del mio 
Più barbaro dolor.J 
At length impelled by a j strong desireous again 
to behold bis love, Claudio feigns obedience to 
bis father's will, aud they part reconciled. Scene 
VI. biings US to Silvia and Celso, who are la- 
menting over their wretched 

SCENA VII. 
Camera rustica. 
Elisa sedìda presso i figlia ch^ dormono. 
Miei cari ! — ah ! voi dormite — ^ìgna 
Di vostra sorte. Oh quanto e dolce il sonno 
Deir innocenza !— ei fugge, (si leva e si aaanza) 
Dagli occhi miei : lo risospinge il pianto 
Lo spaventa il dolor. Già scorse un anno 
Un anno — oh Dio! sposo crudel ! qual mai 
Qual da noi ti divide obblio funesto 
Quella, eh' e pur tua prole e mia, sovente 
Di te mi chiede — io madre — io le risponei 
Con mentito sorrisso, e il pianto ascondo 
Giusto ciel, deh ! più sereno 
I miei voti alfln ricevi ; 
Stringa il padre i figli al seno, 
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Grant me that common naturai gift. 

The iree disposai of my heart. (C/. Heavens 

CouNT. Come. Cl. Ah Ino Co. Resis'st thou? 

CouNT. Wretch ! Clau. Nay, my fathèr spare me 

CouNT. No, l*m thy father now no more ; 
I do detest— iabandon thee^ — 
Nay I could curse. Cl. Hold, father, hold ! 
Oh, what excess is this, what horror ! 

CouNT. My wrath can keep, no farther bounds. 

Clau. (My wretched children ! — killing thought ! 
Elisa ! I in vain adore thee — 
Ah ! where on earth can there be found 
Anguish more bitter than I feeU) 

CouNT f Parental love and fury sway 
Ali my divided soni by twins 
Ah, not on earth can thcre be fuund, 
More bitter anguish than mine.) 

destinay. Claudio surprises them, and instantly re- 
cognizes bis old friend and College companion, and 
they ali pian means of mutally assisting each other 

SCENE VII. 

A Rustie Chamber. 
Elisa seated fiear her children, tvho are asleep 
My dcarest children ! — ah ! you sleep unconscious 
Of your sad fate — ^how gentle is the sleep [ward 
Of innocenc5e !— he flies (ahe tisesand comesfor- 
This from my sight ; my sorrows drive him hence, 
My plaints repel him. A whole year is passed— 
A year — Oh heavens !— O, cruel spouse ! but what 
What sad oblivion separate U3 from thee ? 
Behold our common offspring ; oft do thej^ 
Ask me about thee— 4 their motìier ansMrer 
In a feigned smile that hide^ the starting fear 
O pitying heaven^ receive appeased 
Tne, tender vows I offer thee ; 
Oh, may the sire embrace bis children, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



12 

Ridea ornai lo sposo a me 
Sul mio capo, ah ! sol, se vucn. 

Sfoga pur gli sdegni tuio ; 

Se la Madre e in odio a ie. 
Ah ! se a me riede I* am«nt«> bene, 

Ampia mercede quest' amia arra 
Di tante e tante sofferte pene 

Un solo.instnte trionferà 

SCENE Vili. 

Carlotta^ the friend and sùpport of Elisa, enters 
in a state of agitation, She has leant from some of 
the villagers that Claudio is about to giye his hand 
to a rich bride. Elisa at first trcats it as an idle 
conjecture, but on hearing more minute particu- 
lars, falls 

Elis. e Car. Ah! Lue. e coro. Tacete — ^non 
E' una cosa — ^un po' gelosa—- (temete — 
Ma con garbo, e in buona pace, 
Se vijpiace — ^il tutto andrà 
Elis Car. Qual dritto ? Lue e Coro. Zitto, zitto. 
Elis e Car. Che insolenza ! Lue. e Coro Con 
Elis e Car. Che velette ? — io chimo gente (prudenza 
Lue e Coro Non temete— non e niente 
Elis e Car. Qual arcano ? qual flagello ? 

Che si tenta ? Che si fa 
Lucv Coro. Via, pian piano ! via, belbilo ! Senza 

far pubblicità 
Lue. Eccoli la, perudeteli, (accenna i fanduUi, 
alcuni sgherri corroe ad imyadronirsene Luca e 
glt attti afferyano Elisa e CarloUa. 
Elis. Ab! figli miei! Car- Che fate? 
Elis, Qual tradimento ? Lue. Andate ! (a due 
sgherri nelle mani de' . quU seno restati i fanciulli 
Che 1 da sgherri partono subito, mentre le donne 
son trattenute dagli altri) 

Elis. e Car Pietà! Lue e Coro Non v' e pietà 
Elts. e Car. Ahi ! figli miseri ! Ah ! no fermate ! 
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The spouse to a fond wife return ! 

UpoD m^ head, ìf so decreed. 

Alone thy indignatìon pour : 

Ab, Jet the children taste of peac^, 

Altfaough the roother feei thy hate. 

Ah, shouid my love return agani, 

Soon would be healed my bosom's pain ; 

My bitter pangs and sufferings past 

Oue moment would repay at last. 

into a swoon. At this moment a knockmg i$ heard at 
ihedoor; it ìs the wretcb Luca come with a band of 
ruffians to carry away the children. Elisa returns to 
herself. 

Elia and Car, Ah ! JLuc. and Cho, Peace, be not 
What now is done, proceeds from jealously ; [alarmed 
But with discretion and with gentleness» 
If please you ali can be set right again. 
Elia. Car. What right ì Lue. Cko. Hush, hush ! 
Elis.Car, What insolence I Lue. Cho. be prudenti 
Elis. Car, What would you bere — l'Jl cali for help. 
Lmc. Cho. Fear not, believe us, Mis ali nothing, 
Elh.Car, What mystery? what infliction this I 

What's your inteiU ì what would you herel 
Lue. Cho. Come, spfily ! gently, gently ! 

Do not make an outcry bere. 
Lue. Uere they are, take them. (poinisi^ the children ; 
some ef the ruffiana haaten io sette thtm. 
Luca and the reatjorcibly uÀlhhold Elisa 
and Carlotta. 
Elis. Ah, my children l Car. What would you do? 
EHs. What treachery this ! Ltic. Away! \to the 
rujffians^ who fiy^ uÀiie the women are 
withheld by the reU, 
Elis Car. Have pity ! Lue. Cho. Our hearts know nopity. 
EUa.Car4 Ah ! miserable children 1 — Ah I no— aton 
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Da qufsta camera vi allontanate 
eli' eccesso è questo di crudeltà ! 
La nostra collera non provocate 
Non fate ostacol — non v' arrischiate, 
O a voi funesto l' ardir sarà. 

The ruffians having effected their purpose in carrying 
away the children, take precipitatela to flight. ÈlUa 
rushes wildly froni the cottage; Carlotta endeavouring 
in vain to withhold her. Scgne IX. — Carlotta^ unable 
to fìnd her distracted friend, hastens at once to the resi- 
dence of the Count. She meefs witfa Claudio in com- 
pany with Silvia and Celso^ and relates whai has bap- 

Mar. Se mi fai più lo stordo, (d Celso} 

lo ti mando alla malora ; 

£ ti do per ben servito 

Schiaffi e calci in quantità. 
Gels, Padron mio, per carità ! 
Mar» Taci adesso, e fermo là. 

Figlia rea, se non mi sveli, a Silr) 

Che vuol dir questo raggiro, 

lo ti caccio in un ritiro 

Senza un* ombra di pietà. 
Sih. Padre mio, per carità 
Mar. Taci adesso, e ferma là. 

Quanto a te. mio bel Contino 

lo ti accuso al Conte padre : 

Egli poi del tuo destino. 

Come vuol, deciderà 
C/a. Mio Signor per carità 

Mar. Taci adesso, e fermo là 

(Ho parlato da Marcliese ; (intatUo Qla. im^ 
paziente fugge; Celso der trattenerlo 
gli va dietro ; e Silvia intimorita li segue 

Più resistere non sanno ) 

£ di qua non partiranno 

Senza dir la verità.) 

Dunque — oh bella!-— chi ! — dove sono 

(rivolgendosi^ e non veggendogH. 
Caro. £hi !— canaglia! — Eccoci qua 



dby Google 



Ì5 

Wbat ! do you quit us, aiid away ì 

Ah ! what excess of cruelty is this? 
Luc.Cho» Be patient, uor provoke our rage, 

Attempt not to oppose our purpose. 

Or you'il pay dearly for your rashness. 
pened. At Ihe moment they are ali agitatioo, and 
planning the best course to take amldst ibese strange 
and perplexing cìrcumstances, the old Marquis euters, 
(ScEN E X.) and they stand mute and confounded. His 
anger and astonìshment at a circumstance which he can- 
not comprehend, and of which he can obtain no infor- 
mation from any party, from the subject of the foUowing. 
Mar. If you sham longer in this way [to Qeho 

V\\ send you to the deuce at once; 

Or cuff you souudly on the ears 

As you were never cuffed before. 
Ce/. Good master, nay, for goodness* sake — 
Mar. Peace — peace, i say, and hold yòur tongue. 
Good daughter, if you don't reveal \to Silv. 

At once the meaning of ali this, 

ril make a nun of you for lite, 

1 will, you hussey, without mercy. 
St7i?. Dear iather, nay, for goodness sake ! 
Mar. Peace, peace, I sày, and liold your tongue. 
As for you, good master Couiit, 

ril bave you up before your fatber : 

As to your fate let him decide. 

As in bis wisdom he thinks best. 
Clau. Nay, niy good sir, for goodness sake ! 
Mar. Peace, peace, I say, and hold your tongue. 
Now 1 bave spoken as a Marquis, [in the mean^ 
Urne Claudio Jlies off wità tmperiinence ; 
Celso hastena to retain him, dnd Silvia, 
alarmed^follows them. 

They will no longer dare resist ; 

Nor bhall presume to stir from hence, 

Tili they bave told me the whole truth.) 
Well— -Why, what's this! wbere are they gone ? 
(tnming round^ and not aeeing them. 

Ho there, you rascals ! Cho. We are here. 
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Mot* Mancovan questeri altri per %x\ compita. 

La bile mi rode, lo sdegno m'irrita 
Coro. Ma dica — non ode. Ltic.Che chiasso è mai que$to? 
Mot* (Un altro di fianco che grugno molesto ! fmaudo. 

Or ora \ abbranco. Coro. Se a qualclie com- 
Imc. Se posso servirla. Mar. Vi mando e rimando. 

Volete capirla 1 Ma parti, ma va. 
Son cieco, son sordo. Che razza importuna ì' 

So ntuttid^ accordo per farmi crepar, \fraloiro,. 
Iau. e Coro. £1 gli occhi straluna ; non v* è da scherzar. 

Scene XI. — ^Tfac poorcholerie Marquis driven nearly 
to distraction by these accumulated annoyances, retires 
to the garden» where he hopes to breatb^ in peace» aod 

Eli$. (Dove mai» dove trovarlo 

Quel crudel, quel traditore ? 
£i dal sen mi ha svelto il core» 
Ora io voglio il suo strappar.) 
Mar. (Chi è costei 1 perchè si fiera, ^servandola. 

Stralunata, e contraffatta ? 
Che sia forse ossessa» o matta, 
Mi dà molto a sospettar.) 
JEJ/m. Ah ! ti ho colto» ab prepotentate ! 
Mar. Con chi parli ì io non so niente 
jG/Ì9. Voglio farti a brani ! (gli si avventa. 

Mar. Bagatella * giù le mani. (ritirandosi^ 

Elis. Dammi i figli» o come vetro 

Ti sfragello. Mar. £bi dico» indietro. 
£/t9. Io son madre. Mar. lo teli concedo. 
EUs. Tu sei padre. Mar. Almen lo credo ì 
Elis. DsMUiui dunque i pegni amati. 
Mare Nel cexvel tu gli ha stampati. 
Elis. Voglio i figli» invan tu meco 
L^ arte adopri, e finger tenti. 
Con queir anime innocenti 
Perchè usar tal crudeltà ì 
Mar. Quali figli 1 qual intrico ì 
E pazzia» presto» o sogno l 
Se bisogno bai d' un amico, 
lo son pronto eccomi qua l 
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Mar, Tliere wanted but these rascals to complete it. 

M^ bile is up — niy itidignation rbes. [ìs this 1 
CAo. Nay, speak — ht hears not. Lue. W hat uproar 
Mar. Anoiber, too, the curscd intruding knave ! 

I siiall be at hini. Cho. We're at your commaiid. 
Lue. Sir, cau 1 serve you ? Mar, Sir, I send lo you — 

Sir, do you take ! But lience, away, i say. 
Vm blìud, l*iiì deaf : what a confouiided view 

The^Ve ali resolved to be the death of me. 
Lue. Cho. Uè looks quite raving : it is paiit a joke. 

cairn bis agitated spirits. . ScarceJy has he seated him- 
self, however, when in rushes Elisa in distiiictìon, and 
uiistakes biin for the Count. 

Eli». (^Wbere shall I AikI bim 1 — teli me where 

That cruel inau, that traitorous wretch ? 

He from iny breast has phicked niy beart. 

And 1 would rend bis in return.) 
Alar. (Who is that woman ? why so wild — 

So fierce — so like a lunatic ? 

l much suspect that the poor wretcb 

Is either one possessed or mad.) 
EHs. Ab ! bave I fouud tbeei— ah, tliou wretch ? 
JJar. Wbom does sbe speak to ? l know nothiog. 
£IÌ8. Vìi tear thee in a thousand pieces ! (rudimg to 
Mar. A pretty jofcel bands off, 1 sny (retreating. \%m. 
EHs. Oi?e me niy cbildren, or TU dash 

You into pieces. Mar. Off, 1 say ! 
Eli8. I ani a mother. Mar. I don't deuy it. 
Eii8. Thou art a fathcr. Mar. I believe so. 
EHs. 'J'hen give me back the pledges of nty love. 
Mar. You bave them stamped upon your brain. 
EHs. ril bave my childreu — ìis in vain 

ThaC you dissemble with me tbus : 

Wby treat sucb tender iunocents 

With cruelty so base as this ? 
Mar. What children r ^wbat new mystery this ? 

Say, is it niadness, a pretence» or dream ? 

If really you oeed a friend 

In voiir distress^ bebold bim bere, 
c2 
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£ìt8. Deh? alle mie calde lagrime (inatto iHppUche- 

Non ti mostrar tiranno; r»^/^ 

O mi vedrai d' alSanno 

A* piedi tuoi spirar. 
d^ar. Ab ! tu perdesti il cerebro 

In vece dei ragazzi , 

Air ospedal dei pazzi 

Lo puoi ricuperar. 
£lis. E cbe ? m' insulta ancora ? 
Mar. Eh ! vanne in tua malora ! 
£/m. Se pazza io son, vedrai. (sempre più fiera 

Ji/M. tìo cento fune in seno. 

Ho la ragion smarrita. 

Con questi attigli almeno 

Mi voglio vendicar. 
Mar. Or per tenerti a freno 

Chiamo dai servi aita ; 

Saprò guarirti appieno 

Col iarti bastonar. 

rU Marchese fugge, £li^ V insegue. 

SCENA xn. 

Galleria del case del Conte. 
Il Conte e Luca ; tWt tutti, ciatamo a suo ten^. 
Con. Non vorrei cbe il Capo-sgherro 

Cui fidasti ì dui fanciulli. 
Lue. Non temete : ha un cor di ferro. 

Non si pasce di trastulli 

Di carezze non si appaga. 

Ubbidisce a chi lo paga. . 
Con. Zitto un po'— JLac. Che mai successo ì 
Con. Qual mai strepito s' ascolta ? 
Lue. Ev ir Marchese— a 2. E' desso, è desso ! 

Che qui corre a briglia sciolta 

Voglio il Ciel, che non ci rechi 

Qualche trista novità. Mar. Ah ! 
Con,lAiC. Che fu? Mar. Soccorso ! ajuto l 

Chi mi salva 1 io soa perduto ! 
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Elis. Ah ! look upon my streatiiiog tears [mppliantly 
And let Ihem touch thy softened beart; 

Or thou shall see me even now 

Expire with sorrow al thy feet. 
Mar. Alas, poor wretch ! 'tia plain you liave 

In place of children lost your wits: 

In Bedlam if you seek, perhaps 

You'll there recover theni again. 
Elii. How ìs this?~-and dare you thus insult me ? 
Mar. Deuce take the woman with her ravings ! \ou$. 
£li8. Vìi show you if Fm mad — fgrotmngmorejuri^ 
Mar. 1 am a gentleman ; what are you duing ? (re-- 
J£(ù, A thousand furies rend my breast, (treating. 

My reason's in distraction fled : 

Yet will I, with these nails at least, 

Upon the wretch reveiige myself. 
Mar, To keep you in some order, 1 

Must cali my servants to my aid. 

The most effectual way to cure you 

Will he to fly the last aright. 

(the MarquisjflieSj Elisa pursues Atw« 

SCENE XI f. 

A Gallery in the Couut's House. 

The Count and Luca ; then ali in thtir tum. 

Caunt, I trust that the same ruffian-cbief 

To whom you did entrust the children— l 

Lue. Fear not : he has a heart of iron. 

He does noi feed on sweatmeats, trust me. 
He is not to be moved by fondling» 
He yields obedience where he's paid. 

Count. Hush, hush ! Lue. Say, what do you bear ? 

Count. What noise ìs that which comes this way "? 

Lue. It is the Marquis. a 2. 'Tis he, 'tis he ! 
He's running this way at full speed. 
I hope to heaven he does not bring 
Any ili tidìngs. Mar. Oh, the deuce ! 

Cou.Luc. Say, what has bappeued ? Ma. Succour! heip* 
Oh, wbo will save me 1— I am lost.! 
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Lue» Voi perduto? Con. In qua! matiiera ? 

Mar. Una dunna ra buffata (tempre anelante. 

ScarmÌ2!liata, indemoniata. 
Lue. (Fosàc Elisa ?) Con. (Fosse quella?) 
Mar. Era un diavolo iu gonnella, 
Occhi, lingua^ zampe, artigli, 
Sangue, fi sili — e che so io ? 
C ìa. Cur. Che mai fu ? tVr. Ce/s. Qual brontolìo ? 
Eli». Ti ho raggiunto. Mar. Ah sembra ossossa 

Conte, è dessa — ohimè ! Elia. Tu il Conte ì 
Silv. Ce/«.(Oh Ciel che veggio !) C/(Z.Ci3r.(0himè la vedi.) 
Tutti (Qual colpo orribile ! che mai sarà !) 
Lento, lento— in ogni vena — 

Sento — il sangue — a circolar. 
Gela il labbro — o posso appena — 

Tronchi accenti — articolar. 
Or mi balza il cor nel seno — 
Or s' arresta — incerto — e tardo; 
Tremo, e sudo — agghiaccio, ed ardo — 
E ?orrei — né so sporar. 
Con. Guai se turbar pretendi. 

Vii donna, il mio riposo. 
(Io ti vorrei, m'intendi. 
Più saggio, e men pietoso.) 
De' dritti miei geloso 
Tutti tremar farò. 
Silv. CeL (Le smanie tu sospendi.) [a Cla 

Cor» (Soffri per ora in pace.) [ad Elia. 

Cor. (V intimorì V audace : [da se verso Elis. 

Più franco or parlerò.) 
Qual mai furor ti prese. 
Frenetica villana ? 
Scusatela, Marchese. 
Mar. Purché mi stia lontana. 

Con. Se tu non parti subito, [ad Eiis. 

V avrai da far con me. 
Elii. Io chiedo— Con. £fa, vanoe al diavolo ! 

Mar* Io non comprendo un cafolo. 

EUi. 1 figli— Cor. Olà, domestici 1 
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Lue. Lost, jou sayj CkmnL In what manner, pray? 
Jl^ar, A frenzied woman — (quite out ofhreath, 

One stark mad — possessed— 
Lmc. (Perbaps Elisa ?) Ckmni. (Perbapsthesame.) 
Mar» A devil in a petticoat — 

£>es, tongue, teeth» nails, 

Blood, children^and I knowQot what. 

a. Ca. What bath befallen li . Ce. What Mproar thU? 

Elis. So, I bave caught you —Mar. Sbe^s possess*^. 

Coont, bere's the womao. EU.You, the CouQt? 

Sii. CeL (Oh, beavens! what do I see ] CI. Ca. (Alas ! 

'tis she.) 
Ali. (Oh strange event ; what may tbis mean !) 
Slow, slow ; througb each veÌQ 

I feel my blood in horror creep. 
My lips are frozeu, and can acarce 
Some broken sound& articulate, 
Now iìercely beat» my labouring heart — 
Now stops ils pulse — >uncertain — slow : 
I tremble — freèze — and burn by turns— 
rd fain — ^and }et know not what to hope. 
Ccunt. Ab, woe betide you, if you dare 

Disturb my quiet, wortbless woman. [Claudio 
(]'d bave you, do you understand mei \to 
More prudent, and less full of pity. 
Here, jealous of my rìghts, TU niake 
Ali learn to tremble at my frown. [Clau. 

Silv. Cels. (Nay, nay, be cairn.; restrain yourself.) [io 
Cor. (Sufièt in peace, just.for the present.) [to Eliz. 
Count. (I will coufound the wretch ; [andeto Eliz» 
V\\ speak out by and by more frankly.) 
What mndness has upon tbee seized, 
Poor frantio villager ì 
Excuse ber, Marquis. 
Mar. Oh yes, if «he but keeps ber distance. 
Ctmnt. If >ou make not your best way hence, 

You'll iind with whom you bave to deal. 
Elia. I ask— Count. Go to the deuce, l say ! 
Mar. 1 caiinot understand one tittle. 
Llis. My children— Count. Ho, my servant there ! 
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Tuttù (Stato del mio più barbaro. 

Sorte più rea non v' è.) 
Coro» Eccoci air ubbidienza 

Dell' Eccellenza vostra. 
Con. Prendente quella femmina, 

E a forza strascinatela 

Subito via di qua [t servi la cirbondana 

Car. Crudeli ! ah no, lasciatela, 
eia. Deh ! genitor, deh ! placati 
Mar, Anche il Contin si adopera 

E' un bravo giovine ; è pien di carità. 
a 3. Pietà, signor, pietà ! a 3. Par lei non v' è pietà. 
Mar. Eppur mi fa pietà, a 3. Che fiera crudeltà ! 
Tutti. Dentro un vortice profondo 

Son ravvolti i mici pensieri ; 

Cosa io tema, o cosa sperì. 

No, non posso indovinar. 
Ma frattanto e gelo, e palpito, 

E comincio a delirar. 

BINE DELL' ATTO PRIMO. 



Ano SECONDO. 



SCENA L 

At once astonished and annoyed at the succession of 
strange events since bis visit to the house of the C4»iiiit, 
the Marquis is determined on demanding a satistacfory 
expianation of bis host. They meet, and the Couut 

Mar. Qui fra voi non veggo testa, 

Cir abbia intero il suo cervello : 
Anche il mio — cosi, l>el bello ; 
Inconihicia a svaporar. 
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AiL (Ab never yet dìd man endure 

A fate so barbarous as mine.) 
Cho, We are bere, my Lord, and wait 

The orders of your Exceliency. 
CounL Tben seize upon tbat wornau, and 

Let ber by force be driven out 

From heuce, and with what speed you may. 
{the servantssutraundher. 
Car. Cruel men ! ab^uo; iinband me. 

Clan, Nay, fatber, nay ; be not so cruel. 
Mar. E'en tbe >oung Count too takes ber part ; 

He's a brave youtb, and full of charity. 
a 3. Pity, Sir, Pity. a 3. For ber tbere is no pity. 

Mar, She wakes my pity. a 3. Ob wbat crueltyì 
AIL My mind wbiris giddily around, 

In a deep vortex of confusion drowned ; 

Wbat Tve to fear, or wliat to bope, 

I cannot possibly divice ; 

But varied rend my soul tbe while. 

And ali my seuses in delirium swim. 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT SECOND, 

SCENE I. 

endeavours to evade tbe bome ijuestions put to bim, by 
ti tiesse and mispiaced gaiety. Tbis gives occasion to 
the following bighly comic 

DuBT. Marquis, the Count. 

Mar. Silice bere l»ve been, I don't aee one 

Wbose bead appears not turned outrìght : 
E'en mine methinks» is graduai ly 
Partakiug of tbe infectioo too. 
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Fìncbè un poco me ne resta. 

Io mi voglio ritirar. 
dm» Dato il caso, e non concesso, 

Ch' ella parli a me sul serio ; 

Dico anch' io — che il suo criterio 

Incomiòcia a vacillar. 
Ma suppongo al tèmpo stesso. 

Che le piaccia di schezzar. 
Mar. Che scherzar ? sìa persuasa, [icaidandoii 

Che mia figlia in questa casa-^ 
dm. Avrà sempre al suo servìzio [inierrempandóio. 

Pa^gr, ancellei, camerieri— 
Mar, Mille grazie ! (O che supplizio !) 

Con. Cuochi, guatteri, staffieri—- 

Mar, Basta, basta ! — Con. Giardinieri — 

Mar, Io m* intendo — Con. Cantinieri — 

Mar, Ma lasciate. Con. Io già capisco. 

Mar, Due parole, e poi finisbo. 

Con. Vio sapete. Maf, £ chi noi sa ? 

Lo san tutti del paese, 

Cir io son Conte, e voi Marchese ì 
Mar» (Ah! la miccia ancor s' accese. 

Con. Che mio figlio, e vostra figlia 

Formeranno una pariglia. 
Mar. (Ahi ! la febbre ormai mi piglia.) 

Con, D' onde poi per discendenza ! 

Mar, M* hai già rotto la pazienza ! 

Con. Sortirà la quinta escenza 

Della pura — più matura. 

Incorrotta nobiltà. 
Mar, Che profiuvio ! —che diluvio ! 

Che tempesta di parole ! 
Cam. Che uragano ! che Vesuvio ! 

Che cos' ha ì di che si puole ? 
Mar. (Par che parli a quattro gole ; , 

Se non tace, io crepò qua.) 
Con, (Pria di dirmi ciò che vuole. 

Soffogato ei resterà.) 

"" ^- (^"""confuso— sbalordito 
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Therefore, while yet a pordoti's left» 
I tbiiik it wisest to retire. 
OnmL Presuming, for mere reasoning*» sake, 
Tfaat you were speakiog seriously : 
I sUould reply, that youi good sense 
Is certainly upon the wane. 
' But after ali I know full well 

That you are pleased to be facetious. 
Mar. Facetious ? rest at sured , good Sir, {jgrawmg warm 

That in thÌ6 house my daughter shall— 
Caunt. For ever at her service fìnd [interrupting Mm 

Pages» and inaids, and valets» and — 
Mar. A thousand thanks l (Oh what a torment !) 
CounL Cooks, scullions, running footmen, aod — 
Mar, £nei»gb, enough ! Count. Gardeners too. 
Mar. 1 hear you. Caunt. Victuallers — 
Mar. Gì ve over. Count. Oh, Sir, I have done. 
Mar. Two words, and 1 have done for good. [know? 
You know— Count. And pray wiio does not 
Through ali the country it is known 
l*bat I am a Count, and you a Marquis— 
Mar. (Ah ! I leel my cholor rise.) 
Caimt. That my good son and your fair daughter 

^ill form a pair, none e'er more perfect. 
Mar. (l feel the fever coming on.) 
(^ovn/.Whence naturally there will descend-<« 
Mar. Sir, you*ve destroyed my patience quite. 
Count. Au offspring that shali be derived 

From the quintessence, pure and true, 
Of uncorriipt nobility. 
Mar* Oh uhat a storm ! oh what a deluge 1 

A tenipest of wild words is bere l 
Count. Oh what a wbiriwind, a Vesuvius ! 

Pray wbat*sthe matter? what aggrìevesyou ? 
Mar. (It scems as from four throats he spoke at once ; 

If he boids not, he'll be the death of me» 
jCount. (Before be telis me what he carne about» 

He will liave lairly lost bis breath.) 
,ii *2. 1 am. 

He is confiised-> confounded quite-— 
D 
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,Senza Ipna—- e senza fiato ; 
Dalla sorte condannato 
. À soffrire, e non parlar.) > 

Mar. In sostanza, il niatriinonio— * 

C<m. Non temete» si farà. 

Mar. Anzi io voglio — Con. Innanzi sera. 

Mar. Che sia sciolta. Con. £ già disciolta 

Qual si sìa difficoltà f 

Mar. La promessa-^ Con. £ ancor l' istessa» 
Ne al dover si mancherà. 

Mar. Ah ! di peggio non si dà. > 

Co». (Scapparmi di {gabbia vorrebbe il merlotto» 
S* aggira, svolazza di sopra, di sotto, 
M' insegue, m* incalza, ivi annoja, m' assedia^ 
Più bella commedia di questa non v' è !) 

Mar. (Non altro che rabbia Io mastico, e inghiotto. 

M'affoga, m' ammazza, son cotto, e stracotta, 
M' afferra, trabalza, m' opprime, m' attedila. 
Più fiera tragedia di questo non v' è.) 

In Scene li. The Count has an interview with Elisa^ 
in wliicb he assumes a softened toiie which encouragrs 
ber to hope bis beart lias changed ; he talks of a mar- 
riage portion ; Ibis confìrms ber, tiU the illusion is broken 



L/ìf* Se un istante all' oflerta d' un soglio 
Vacillasse ti mio genio primiero, 
lo sarei, fier »ì basao pensiero. 
Più. che agli altri, a me stessa in orror. 

Con. Cb' io deponga il mio nobile orgoglio. 
Mal ti affidi air incauta speranza : 
Più fai pompa d* invitta costanza. 
Più &' accresce il mìo giusto rigor. 

£//«. Di natura io le leggi rispetto ; 

*\\\ sei schiavo d' un falso splendor. 

Con. Tu sei schiava d' un debole affetto. 
Mentre io sirvo alle leggi d* onor. 
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Breath and power of spéech are gone ; 

Coridemned by fate to suffer tlius, 

Without the power tò make reply.)' 
Mar. In one word, Sir, the match in questioìi*- 
Ccunt. Oh fear not, it shall soon take place. 
Mar^ It ìs niy wish— Qount. Yes, hefore night. 
Mar% It be dìasohed — Count, Ali is dissólved. 

What difficulty is there left ì 
Mar. The promise — Cottnf. Stili remains the sanie ; 

Nor will I from my duty swerve. 
Mar. Ah ! was there ever such a curse as this ? [hook, 
Cmtnt. (My gudgeon would havé fain slippèd off the 

He turned and wriggied every way ; 

But having fairly gors^ed the hait, 

I can play with him at my will. 

Was ever farce so good as this?) 
Mar. (My bosom with vexation bumn, 

And feels a rage that will not sink. 

He holds me in his grasp so fìrmly, 

I neither can explain me, nor 

Edge in a word in my defeuce. 

O what a tragedy is this !) 
by the Count's declaratiou that the portfon is intended 
to settle her with some man of her own rank in lite, and 
upon condition of her reuouncing his son. This affords 
a place for the following 

. DvET,^£iisa,tàe Count. 
Elis. If at the offer of a throne itself, 

My miud shouid for an instant wave ; 

So base a thought would fili me with more horror 

Against myself tban others couid feel 
Count. Vain are tìie hopes that thou hast formed, 

That 1 shouid e'er give up a lofty spirit ; 

The more you boast ol constancy, the more 

M/ill my just iiidignation rise against you. 
Elis. The laws ot nature ciaim my deeprespect; 

Thou of false splendour art the slave. 
Count. Thuu art weak passion'6 slave, while I 

Follow the laMis which honourhas imposed. 
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ElUé Va, senti : ah ! pietà! non prego per me— 

Ma i figlì«— oh dolor ! Ma ì figli— ah pereliè 
Chi col|)a non ha condanni a soffrir ì 

Con, Deh ! taci. (Ah! perchè mi palpita il cor 1 
Molesta pietà-^che brami da me 1 
Ch' io ccKda 1 non già — piuttosto morir.) 
Non odo querele. £7». Minacele non tema 

Cmi. Insana ! EUs. Crudele ! a 2. Vedremo. 
La giusta del Cielo Temletta tremenda 
La pace i renda, eh' io godo per te. 

In the meantime* in Scene III, a pian is laid for the 
escape of CUnutìo, wbo bas heard of the retreat wher^ 

SCENA IV. 

Giardino come sopra, in tempo di notte. 

Elisa, Carlotta e Claudio, che si avanzano gnardmeki : 
indi U Marchese ; finalmente il Conte, e ignari 
con lumi. 

EliSé Ad ogni fronda, che muova il vento, 
li pie vacilla, gelar mi sento 
Di tema il cor. 
C^* Ad ogni passo mi volgo indietro ; 

Smarrita è 1' alma per questo tetro 
Notturno orror. 
C/o. Ad ogni moto disastri aspetto, 

Tu sola, o cara, tu sei 1' oggetto 
Del mio timor, 

a 3. Sia tardi, o notte amica. 

Che torni a noi 1' aurora : 
Cortese, a chi t' implora. 
Concedi il tuo favor. 
Mar. Proprameote ad ogni bestia 
Questa casa e famigliare : 
Ci manca van le zanzare 
Per non farmi riposar. 
a 3. Parrai udir— Mar. Veder mi sembra- 
li 3. Nuovo affanno il sen m* ingombra. 
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FJU. Go, and yet hear me ; for myself ! plead not— 
But oh my children ; of niy cliildren ! why 
Condemo to suflfer those who know iiot crime. 

Count. Peacc, p<*ace ! (ah ! why thus ihrob» my heart ? 
Intrusive pity I what wouldst thou with me ? 
To vield] no never — ratlier wouid l die.) 
I will not hear your prayers. Eiis. l fear not 

Count. Mad woman l E. eriiel ! a 2. We shall see [threats 
ihedread but righteous justiceof the skirs^ 
Give thce that peace wbidi lenjoy tnrough thee. 

bis children are kept. In the foliowiag Scene ibis pian 
Ì9 to be carrted into execution* 

SCENE IV. 

A Garden. Niglit. 

Elisa, Carlotta, and Claudio, icho advance with caution ; 
afterwards the Matquis; last/i/ the Count andata 
ttndants uiih lights. 

Eiis, At every leaf stirred by the wind, 

Faulters my foot, and freezes ali 
My heart will fear. 
Cor, At every step 1 turn me back ; 

The darkness of the night fili ali 
My soul with terror. 
Clou. At every step I see some fresh disaster; 
Thou only, my beloved, art 

The objetts of my fears 

a. 3. Retard thee, favouring night, 
E'eryet the dawn return : 
Oh, spread thy favouring veH 
O'er US, who ask thy aid. 
Mar* Tfais house appears fHmiliar 

To every beast that roams the wild : 
Ihere wanted but this Constant buz2 
To make me tose my nightb repose. 

a 3. 1 thought I beard — Mar. Methought I ».iw — 
a 3. My bosom thrtlls with fresh alarms. 
P2 
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Mar* Non distiogiio ; è un corpo! é un* o? 

a 3. E un error di fvntasià. 

Alar. Fosse mai qualche scimiotto— 

Chiotto, chiotto, io torno ^.^^ 
n 3. Zitti, zitti — ^andiamo 

a 4. Leggiermente— Con. Fermi la ! 
ElU* (Ab ! di quel ciglio al lampo» 
da. Di quella Toce al tuono. 

Cor Speme non v' è di scampo. 

Di grazia, o di perdono. 

D' affano a lenti palpiti 

Mancando il cor mi va.) 
Con. (Ogni sguardo è un lampo. 
Mar» E' quella voce un tuono ; 

Per lor non v' e più scampo, 

Per lor non v' è perdono ! 

Sospeso in aria è il fulmine. 

Che sovra i rei cadrà.) 
Con Che sian divisi — Eii$. Ah ! I>arbari — 

Claudio ! eia. Mio ben ! Eiis. Lasciatemi ? 
Con. Invan lo speri — Cor. Oh pena ! 
Mar. Alfin la cosa è chiara ! [al Con. 

Con. Andiam — Mar. Cor. Crudel t Elts* Mi sven» — 
Con. Taci — C/a. Ma padre- Con. Impara a rispettarmi. 
£IÌ9. Ah ! dove mi conducete ! 
Con. A piangere la tua temerità. 
C/o. Tu metti a dure prove la mia docilità 1 
Con. Punir saprò V audace. Elis. Di me che mai sarà 
Con. L' orgoglio feroce mi lacera il seno ; 

Ne ascolto la voce, che all' ira m' accende : 

Capace di freno quest* alma non è. 

Le furie tremendo son tutte con me. 
a 4. U orgoglio feroce gli lacera il seno ; 

Ne ascolta la voce ; che all' iraT accende : 

Capace di freno queir alma non è. 

Le furie tremende ha tutte con se. 

Elisa isled away by the folloviers of the fount; the 
rest depart in confusion. In Scenb V, Celio and Cor* 
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Mar» 1 know nnt if it be a body or a sliadow. 

a 3. Tis an iiliisioo of tlie faiicy only. 
Mar. If it shouid be some a(>e, pcrchance, 
To save my bacon, 1*11 away. 
a a. Softly, softly ! — let's away, 
u 4» Li^btly tread. Coirne Hold« there, bold ! 
bAis, (Ah ! at the light*ning of that eyc*, 
Claude At the dread thiiiider of thal voice. 
Cor. Tbere is no bope of flight, 
Of favour» or of panion 
Beneath the band of fear ; 
1 feel ali courage fly.) 
CmmL (Tbere i*» a lìght*ning in the eye, 
AJar, A tbunder in the dreaded voice ; 

Tbere is no bope of flight for them» 
Tbere is no pardo» for tbem now | 
Suspended is the tbunder-bolt, 
Wbicb soon shall on the guilty fall.) 
Cmmt. Let tbem be parted. Elia. Oh, barbarians ! 

Claudio ! C. My love ! E. Leave nte 1 say ! 
Cmtnt. In vaio you bope it. Car. Oli , wbat aiiguish ! 
Mar. At last the tbing is clear as day. [to the Caunt. 
CaunL Aviay. M. Ca. Thou cruei man. E, Kili me 

at once. 
C&unt. Peace ! C/. Father. Co. Learn to respect me. 
Elis. Ab I wbere are you conducting me 1 
Count To weep o'er thy tenierity. 
C/a. Hard is the proof to wbicb you put my duty ! 
Co». Woe to the wretcb» El, Wbat will become of me ! 
Count. Impetuous pride my bosom rends ; 

A voice to vengeauce calls hira on : 
Tbis bosom knows no kind restraint. 
The furies ali my soul possess. 
a 4. Impetuous pride bis bosom rends; 

A voice to vengcance calls bim on. 
This bosom knows no kind restraint, 
The furies ali bis soui possess. 

lotta are seen to enter the apartment wbere Claudio is 
coniined| aud by means of a key of the garden wbicb 
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t!»ey have obtainect, tliey give Iiim hìs liberty. He 
flies witli Carlotta to her €otta?e ; wliere sliortìy afier 
Ctiso joins tliem, bringing with them the chiidrcn 

Oh casta Dea, d' amore protettrice amistà ! 
Tu fosti, e sei nelle sventure estreme 
De' tristi giorni miei conforto, e spemo. 

Ah ! see posso ai 6gli ancora 
Ricordar, che padre io sono. 
Tutto di de^gio un sì bel dono 
Al favor iìeiV amistà. 

Per gioja insolita io vena[o meno. 

I dolci palpiti di questo seno 

II labbro attonito spiegar non sa 
Io gioisco 1 Elisa intanto 

Forse, oh Dio ! si scioglie in pianto. 
Di'h ! perdona, o bella Dea, 
Quest' idea languir mi fa. 
Finché al fianco io non mi veggia 
La mia sposa sventurata. 
Non dirò, che sia placata 
Del destin la crudeltà. 

Scene Vf. transports us to a subterranean prison in 
the Count's house, in whicli Elisa is cootìned^ Here 
tlie denoument of the plot takes place, Carlotta^ by 
means of the key iu her possessiou, introduce» Claudio 
aiid the children, Meantime the Marquia and bis 
daughter have found their way to the dungeon; the 
Pace fra voi ! Calma, Signor per poco. 
Lo sdegno tuo, poi mi condanna. Io Claudio 
Vidi— ei mi vide ; e il nostro alterno.foco 
Opra fu d' uu istante. I gradi Amore 
Di ricchezza, o di stirpe 
Confonde a suo piacer. Se non ragione, 
Merito almen pietà del fallo mio : 
Tutti meco sou rei — se rea son io. 

A chi parlo ì che pretendo ? 
Tu mi guardi, e non rispondi : 
Già ti spieghi assai tacendo ; 
Che vuoi dirmi, oh Dio I già so. 
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whìcb he has obtained by strataKem from tbe hands of 
their keepen The iather oTercome with gratitade, 
exclaims : 

Hail thou oliaste power, friendship, thoo gaard of loTe i 
Io hours of deepest gloom» thou ever were. 
And art, the hope and comfort of my day». 

Yes, I will teach these little onet 
To know, thàt if Vm stili their father 
Tbev owe the sacred gift alone 
To frìendshlp's favouring iofluenoe. 

M j spirits wildly dance with joy^ 
With raptures never felt before. 
And which the lips can ne'er express. 

But why indulge in joy ì perhaps e*en now 
Elisa is dissolved in bitter tears. 
Oh pardon, sacred power of friendship ; 
But tliis idea saddens me again. 

Not till 1 see my hapless spouse 
Safe locked within these arms again, 
Can 1 persuade myself the wrath 
Of angry heaven is appeased^ 

Caunt enters ; he is ali amazement, but endeavours to 
intimidate ali present into obedience of bis will. The 
Marquis is firm, and threatens him with public justice 
for the laws he has violated. Wrath is kindling between 
them, when Elisa interposes, and exclaims : 

Ah ! peace frìends, peace ! Nay, calm Sir, for awhile 
Your wrath ere you condemn. 1 saw my Claudio, 
He gazed on me ; a mutuai flame at once 
Was kindled. Tis the attribute of love, 
Ali birth, and rank and riches to confound 
At will. ìf reason will not plead excuse, 
ìtiìy fault» at least, niay your kind pity claim ; 
If 1 am guilty, ali are guitty with me. 

But whom do I address, presuroptuous ì 
You gaze on me, but answer not ; 
Your silence has a language in it, 
Wliich i too wrll can comprehend. 
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Le più crude alme feroci 
Mouye aitili V altrui sventura : . 
Ogni legge di natura 
Per me sola il Ciel cangiò 

Mar. Ha ragion. Con, Vossignorìa 
Che farebbe nei mio caso ? 

Ma3\ Qui ci vuol filosofia ; io sarei già persuaso. 

Silv. Dunque. Cets. 11 caso. 

a 2. -Il caso stesso. linginoeeh. dinanzi al Ma " 

Mar. Come ì Con. Oh bella ! a 2. In noi si dà. 

Mar^ Figlia rea ! Con. Filosofia ! 
Me la godo in verità. 

Mar. Tu vii servo I—oh qual eccesso I 

eia. Cor. £i fu servo per amore. 

Mar. Sii, che ardir ! a 2. Pietà I Co». Rigore I 

Mar. Sì— rigore ! a 2. Ahi ! qual affanno ! 

Mar; Ho deciso ; e vi condanno — • 
A sposarvi, e a star con me. 

Con. Imbecille! Mar. A chi 1 Elis. Cessate ! 
Speme, oh Dio ! per me non v' è 
Se rendi al figlio amato il tuo paterno affeto 
Nel povero mio stato sarò felice ancor. 

Con. (Vacilla il mio rigor.) a 6. Ahi mi si spezza il cor 

Elis. Addio 1 eia. Che fier cimento ! 

Con. Ah ! no-— trionfi Amor ! fermandola, e 

rendendola allo spoao^ insieme 

tifigli) 
EUs Trionfi Amor ì — che sento ! [fwni di se 

Figli ! — sposo ! — io reggo appena-^ 
Qual passaggio ! — e fia ciò ver ì 
Dair eccesso della pena 

All' eccesso del piacer ! 
Se provaste--' s' io potessi 
Palesarvi i sensi miei, 
Quasi 1' alma in sen mancar. 
Or che paga alfin tu sei. 
Si ritorni a giubilar 

FINB DEL MELOOKAMMA. 
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SouU of the most obdurate mould 
FeeI something for aootherN woe5 : 
Twould seem (hat heaven has reversed 
Tbe whole of nature's law for me. 
Mar. She'd in tbe right. Cfm. And pray, Slr» Viìvàt 
Have you to do with my concerns? 
Oue fieeds just now ali one's pliilosopliy. 
Sifo. Theii — Ce/& A like case — a 2. The very same. 

[kneeling bifore the Marquis. 
Mar. Howl Con. Excellent! a 2. Holds good in 

our regard. 
Mar. Oh ^uiity hussy ! Count. Hush; philosophy I 

Well, on my hfe, l do enjoy the scene. 
Mar. And you, vile meniai ! What an outrage this ! 
Cjla. Car. He is no servant save thro* love alone. 
Mar, Oh what presuinption l a 2. Pity ! Cau. Rigour ! 
Mar^ Yes, rigour ! a 2. Oh what bitterness ! 
Mar. 1 have decided ; and condenin you 

To marry and to bless my roof. 
Cùunt Weak man ! M. For what. Eli. Give over ! 
Oh heavens ! there is no hope for me» 
If thou restorest thy son his iòrièit love, 

1 can live happy stili in poverty. [heart. 

Coti. (My rigour fails me.) a 6. Ah ! he breaks my 
Eii8. Adieu i Clan. Oh, what a trial this ! 
Coutil. Ah, no — lei Constant love stili triumph ! [iiop^ 
ping her, and restoring her io her husband 
and to her children. transported 

Elu. Love stili triumph ? — did 1 hear those words ! 
My children ! — husband ! —1 can scarce contain. 
What a transition ! — can it reaily he? 
From the excess of pain, 
To the excess of Joy ! 
Had you e'ver proved — could I reveal 
In language, what my bosom feels; 
The rapture were too great for seuse« 
and ali the suul melted in Joy. 
CAo. Now art thou paid for ali thy sufferings past, 
Now may thy bosom taste of peace at ]aat« 

END OF THE OPERA. 
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